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PART 1 S$CENE 1. 


oy 


Damon, LAURA. 


L Au R * | | 2 


£2 Nerateful Damon! Is it come to this? 
Are theſe the happy Scenes of promis'd 
Bliſs ? . 


Content ne' er harbours with neglected Love. 
A2 of D A- 


[ * 1 - 
DAMO N. 
Conſider, Fair, the ever-reſtleſs Pow'r _ 
Shifts with the Breeze, and changes with the Hour: 


Above Reſtraint he ſcorns a fix'd Abode, 


And on his filken Plumes flies forth the rambling 
God, ES 


AIR. 
You ſay at your Feet that I wept in Deſpair, 


And vow'd that no Angel was ever ſo fair; 


How could you believe all the Nonſenſe I ſpoke ? 
What know we of Angels----I meant it in joke. 


I next ſtand indicted for ſwearing to love, 
And nothing but Death ſhould my Paſſion remove; 
I have lik'd you a Twelve-month, a Calendar Year, 


And not yet contented--have Conſcience, my Dear. 


RECITATIVE, 
To Day Damætas gave a rural Treat, 
And Jonce more my choſen F riends muſt meet. 
Farewel, ſweet Damſel, and remember this, 
Dull Repetition deadens all our Bliſs. Exit. 
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| | LAURA. 

Where baleful Cypreſs forms a gloomy Shade, 
And yelling Spectres haunt the dreary Glade; 
Unknown to all, my loneſome Steps I'll bend; 
There weep my Suff rings, and my Fate attend. 


my 
Vain is ev'ry fond Endeavour, 
| To refiſt the tender Dart; 
For Examples move us never, 
'We muſt feel to know the Smart. 


When the Shepherd ſwears he's dying, 
And our Beauties ſets to view ; 
Vanity her Aid ſupplying, 
Bids us think tis all our Due. 


11 


| Softer than the vernal Breezes, 
Is the mild, deceitful Strain; 
Frowning Truth our Sex diſpleaſes, 
Flatt'ry never ſues in vain, 


Soon, 


\ 


[6] 


Soon, too ſoon, the happy Lover 


Does our tend'reſt Hopes deceive; ,; 
Man was form'd to be a Rover, | 
Fooliſh Woman to believe. Exit. 


98 C B N. E II. 


N a M. o N and hands Shepherd drinking 


DAMO N. 
In Mirth and Paſtime ev ry Hour employ, _ 
Loſt is the Day that is not ſpent ; in Joy; 
Here lw your Roſes, here your Chaplets bring 


N - oy — 


AIR. 

Puſh about the briſk Bowl, twill enliven the Heart; 

While thus we ſit round on the Grafs, 

The Lover who talks of his Suff rings and Smart, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an Af, 


The Wretch who. fits watching his ill-gotten Pelf, 


And wiſhes to add to the Maſs; 
Whate'er the Curmudgeon may think of himſelf, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an Als. 


The 


[7] | 
[Hair, 
The Beau, who ſo ſmart with his well- powder ' d 
An Angel beholds in his Glaſs, 
And thinks with Grimace to fubdue all the Fair, 
May juſtly be reckon'd an Aſs. 


The Merchant from Climate to Climate will roam, 
Of Craſus the Wealth to ſurpaſs ; 

And oft' while he's wand'ring, my Lady at home 
Claps the Horns of an Ox on an Afs. | 


The Lawyer ſo grave when he puts in his Plea, 
With Forehead well cover'd with Braſs ; 

Tho' he talk to no purpoſe he pockets your Fee; 
There you, my good Friend, are the Aſs, 


The formal Phyſi cian, who knows ev ry III, 
Shall laſt be produc'di in this Claſs ; 

The fick Man awhile may confide-in his Skill, 
But Death proves the Doctor an Aſs. 


Then let us Companions * Nia) and day, 
By turns take the Bottle and Laſs; 

For he who his Pleaſures pats off for a Day, 
Deſerves to be reckon' d an Aſs, [Exeunt. 


SCENE 
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SCENE IV. 


Pas ToRA, PALE MON. 


PALX MOR. 

Indeed, Paſtora, ſpite of all you ſay, 
I muſt this very Inſtant haſte away; 
You think my Flame's extinguiſh'd quite, I know; 
And other Objects ſtrike me-----may be ſo. 

| PAST ORA. | 
Perfidious Boy ! I know tis Sylvia's Charms 
That tear Palæmon from theſe circling Arms; 
But ſoon perhaps ſome other wiſer Youth, 
May learn to ſet due Value on my Truth. 


PALAM ON, 
Whoe'er the Youth may be, who claims my Part, 
He has my full Conſent with all my Heart. 
1 | 
Farewel, my Paſtora, no longer your Swain, 
Quite ſick of his Bondage, can ſuffer his Chain: 


Nay arm not your Brow with ſuch haughty Duldain, 


My Heart _ with Joy to be free once again. 


Sing tol derol. 
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| PI live like the Birds, thoſe ſweet Tenants of May, 
Who always are ſpertfl, who always are gay: 
How ſweetly their Sonnets they carol all Day; 
Their Love is but F ralick, their Courtſhip but Play. 


Sing tol derol. 
If ſtruck by a Beauty . ne'er ſaw before, 


In chirping ſoft Notes they her Pity implore; 

She yields to Intreaty ; and when. the Fit's o er, | 

Tis an Hundred to Ten that they never meet more. 
| Sing tol derol. Exit. 


PASTORA.. 
Inſulting Boy! I'll tear him from my Mind ; 
Ah! wou'd my Fortune could a Husband find: 
And juſt in time young Damon comes this Way, 
A handſom Youth he is, and rich "= fay. 


„— ——_ 


s C E N E V. 


DAN on Par ro 14. 


Damon. 
Vouchſafe, ſweet Maid, to hear a wretched Swain, 
Who, loſt in Wonder, hugs the pleaſing Chain; 
For you in Sighs ! hail the riſing g Day; 
To you at Eve I ing the love-fick Lay ; J 
Then take, my Love, my Homage eas Your Due. 
T0 Devil 's in her if all this won't do. [Alde. 
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DAM ON. 


| Beauteous Maid, reward my Paſſion ; 
 _— with re my fierce Deſire, 


8 H E. 
Soon to yield i is not the Faſhion, 
Maids ſome Courtſhip ſhould require. 


H x. 
Tedious Courtſhip damps all Pleaſure, 
By this melting Kiſs T ſwear. 
| r 
Now you're rude beyond all Meaſure ; 
Kiſs again, Sir, if you dare. 
H x. 
Where yon Bank the Willows cover, 
We will ſhan the Heat of Day: 
| SH k. 
You' re in too much haſte, young Lover, 


For the Prieſt muſt lead the Way. 


11283 k. 
We can do without him better, 
None but F ools would marry now; 
Prieſts the fre- born Mind would fetter, 
We will meet without a Vow. | 
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PAST ORA. 
Away, falſe Man, no more yo Tale Tt hear: 15 
The black Attempt. offends my tigid Ea: 
The Joys I taſte ſhall be without a Crime iT 
I'll ne'er be fool'd by Mana ſecond Time. © Ate 
D:am io N. 

If fo, farewel, III other Regions tr 
My gen'rous Mind diſdains the flaviſn Tye; 
Lovers, like Warriors, oſt Repulſes meet; 

Vet both undaunted their Attacks repeat. 


AIX. 
H x. 
From Flow'r to Flow' r, his Joy to change, 
Flits yonder wanton Bee ; 
From Fair to Fair thus will I range, 
And I'll be ever fre. F 


"Sis... 


Von little Birds ae view, 


That hop from Tree to Tree; 


u copy them, II copy you, 


For I'll be ever free, 
H x. 


| While Tempeſts ſhake the nodding Grove, 


And plough the foaming Sea; 


While Hawks purſue, the flying Dove, 
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3 80 long will I be free. 
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; 2 7X N E. 
Till on tlie Bully the Lily grows, 
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"Till Flocks' ſotſake the: Lea, way 


Till frons the Nock binifts forth the Ros, 


- 
* 


Tou 'H find me blith and fer. 
B o r f. 
Then let's divide to Eaſt and Weſt. 
And try who keeps their Promiſe heſ t. 
And who's the longeſt free. zl 
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8 CEN E I. 
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L Au A A. 


HAT Med'cige can ſoſten the Boſom's keen 
What Terbe can baniſh the Pain? 


That's broke by a fa 


ithleſs young Swain } 
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| The Sports of the Wake, = the Green; 
When, Colin 1s ; dancing,” 1 fay 1 with a a Sigh, I 
'T was here firſt my Damon was ſeen, 


When to the pale Moon tha ſoft Nightingales moan 


In Accents ſo piercing and clear; 


by bn not ſo tp: Tery with a Groan, ? 

when my deaf Damon was here. 12 

A Garland of Willow my Temples ſhall ſhade, 
And pluck it, ye Nymphs, from yon Grove ; 

For there. to her Coſt, a8 Poor Leure% betraytd, 


N JI 


And Damen pretended to love. Exit. 
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DAM ON. 


A charming Conſort would have fill'd theſe Arms, 
Had, I but yielded to Paſtora s Charms; 
Haw. bleſs d would then have been my future We 
Palzmon's Miſtreſs turnꝰd to Damon's Wife; Ca) 2 
Vet in her Coin the wily Nymph I'll pay, _ . 
And all her Schemes of Vanity betra . 
al Then 


(£29 ] 

Then haſte to Laura, that much injur'd Fair, 

And ſnatch ber frown the ye of black, n 
[Exit 
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8 O E N E II. 


PAST ORA. 


AIR. 
In vain I try my ev'ry Art, 
Nor can I fix a ſingle Heart, 
Yet I'm not old or ugly; 
Let me conſult my faithful Glaſs, 
A Face much worſe than this might paſs, 
Methinks I look full ſmuggly. 


Yet bleſs'd with all theſe pow'rful Charms, 
The young Palæmon fled theſe Arms, 
That wild unthinking Rover ; 


Hope, filly Maids, as ſoon to bind 
The rolling Stream, the flying Wind, 
As fix a remnpung Lover. 


But harpper'd in the Martiage' Voſs, 
In vain they ſtruggle to get looſe,  --' / 
And makes a mighty Riot; 


Like 


+* a. 5-4 S bu, 


_ 

Like Madmen how they rare, and ſtare, _ 
Awhile they ſhake their Qhains and ſwear, 

And then lie down in quiet. 


gi 0: BB: Ne . 


To ber DAMO N. 


Once more I come to hear what you decree ; 


Yet ere you pals your Sentence, liſt to me, 
+ © As 
Declare, my pretty Maid, 8 
Muſt my fond Suit-Miſcarry? 


With you I'll toy, FIL- kiſs and play, 
But hang me if I marry. 


Then ſpeak. your Mind at onge, 
Nor let me longet f tarry; 

With you I'II toy, £11 Rigs and play, 
But hang me if I marry. | 


Tho' Charms and Wit aſſall, 
The Stroke I well can parry; 
I love to kiſs, and toy and play, 
But do mot chaaſe to marry, 


| Young 


__ 
Young Moth of the Dale 
Makes 4 mere Save of Harm; n 1 
Becauſe when they had toy'd and kiss d, 


Md. fooliſh Swain wog d marry. 


Theſe bd Reſolves; my hey 
I to tie Grave will carry; 

Wich yeu Plltoy, and kiſs and play, 
But hang me if I marry. 


22 PaASTORA- - 
Dire you avow, falſe Youth, your lawleſs Flame 
Think not to tempt me to a Deed of Shame, 
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Dam ox. 
Say, have you asked your never-conquer'd Heart, 
How many Years it may reſiſt the Dart? 
For long Attacks the ſtrongeſt Fortreſs waſte, 
And Troy ſtood ten Years Siege, but fell at laſt, 


PASTOR A. 


Vainly you hope my virtuous'Heart to-move z 
I know your vile Intent, aud ſcorn your Love. 


D 
Turn, turn your Eyes to yonder nfs Shade "i 
There's youtid She pherd met a haughty Maid; 
nſd C The 
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18 
The pines that hang) o'er 65. duſky Dell, 
The babbling Pine, a Tale of Scandal tell ; 
And tattling Willows to the Plains proclaim, 
Palzmon was the happy Lover Name. 
Ha! do you 'ſtart----Paſtora, fam'd for Truth 
And rigid Virtue, claſp'd a blooming Youth; ' 
And laying ev'ry ſterner Thought aſide, 
Indulg'd her Pleaſure, and forgot her Pride. 


PAS T ORA. 
Diſaſtrous Fate ! how could he hear the Tale ? 


IA. 
You'! ve loſt al Hopes, and now begin to rail. 
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To den La un A. FA 


AAR. 
How be s the Nym * 
Who weeps to the Wind, 
And dotes with Deſpair 
On a Swain that's unkind. © * 


DAM oN. 
I ſee. the Fates determine I ſhall. wed ; 
Two Nymphs are rept to partake my. Bed; 7 
{=D Which 


di > 4 


ich 
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Which ſhall I chooſe ? Paſtora's wond'rous fair, 
And Laura ſparkles like the e. 


PAS TO RA, gde. 


Sn there are Hopes, now, Venus, lend each 


Grace, 


And with bewitching Beauties arm my Face. 


DAM ON. 
AIR. 
Three Goddeſſes ſtanding together, 
Thus puzzled young Paris one Day: 


Can I judge the Value of either, 


Where both bear ſo equal a Sway ? 


PASTORA, 
Conſider my Wit and Condition, 
Conſider my Perſon likewiſe ; 
I never was us'd to petition, * 
But pr'ythee make uſe of your Eyes. 


LAURA. 


No Merit I plead but my Paſſion, 


Twere needleſs to mention your Vow ; 
Reflect with a little Compaſſion, 
On what this poor Boſom feels now. 

C2 w_— 


tel 


DAN. 
Some Genius direct me, or Demon, 
Or elſe I may chance to chooſe WIOnNg-==- 
[ Meer ſome 22 5 
You're Part of the Goods of Palann, 
I give you to whom you belong. 


"FASTORA, Afi. 
Misjudging Wretch, with Rage my Boſom glows ; 
Can he prefer a Nettle to a Roſe? 


AIX. 


I know that my Perſon is charming, 
Beyond what a Clown can diſcover : 
That Dowdy your Senſes alarming, 
| Proves what a blind Thing is a Lover. ? 


Il quit the dull Plains for the City, 
Where Beauty is follow'd by Merit; | 
Your Taſte, ſimple Damon, I pity; © | 
Your Wit, who would wiſh to inherit? 


Perhaps you may think you perplex me, 
And that I my Anger wou'd ſmother ; 

The Loſs of one Lover can't vex me, 

My Charms will procure me another. 


[ 2x 1] 
Lung er wa Wrede ou; 


I with you much joy of your . 
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SCE N E the 22 
7 Damon... 8 
fo thee, kind N yinph, as to offended Heav'n, 
I own my Faults, and fue to be forgiv'n ; 
Then, gentle Laura, clear my. paſtOffence, | 
Repentance is ally'd to Innocence. 

Laura + | 
Think not a rigid Judge your Faults arraigns, 
My tender Boſom feels for all your Pains ; 
In «hoſe ſad Hours, when to the ſecret Grove 
I told my Pangs of inauſpicious Love, | 
My only Pray'r was once again to ſee. 
The lovely Author of my Miſery! 


Again to claſp him to my beating Breaſt, 
TH Gods have heard my Vows, and Laura 8 bleſt. 


1 


IF A MON. 5 
Contented all u Day, I will fit at your Side, 
Where Poplars far * 0 er arch the nor! Tide, 
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While you are ; Hitt 165 me no Danger 1 r 


1 22 b 
And while the clear River runs: purling along, © 
"The Thruſh and theLinnet contend in their Song. 


roy tie 


LAURA. 


Ye Lambs reſt in Safety, my Damon is near; 

Bound on, ye blith Kids, now your Gambols may 
pleaſe, 5 

For wy 8 is kind, and r my Heart! js at Eaſe. 
0 DAM O N. Py 

Ye Virgins of Britain, bright Riv Us of Day, 

The Wiſh of each Heart, and the Theme of each 
Lay; 

Ne'er yield to the Swain, till he make you a Wife, 

For he who loves truly, will take you for Life. 


LAURA. 
Ye Youths, who fear nought. but the Frowns of the 


Fair, | 
*Tis yours to relieve, not to add to their Care; * 


Then ſcorn to their Ruin Aſſiſtance to lend, 
Nor betray the ſweet Tepe JP: re born to defend. 


76 


p. ee | 3 9 
For their Honour and Faith be our Virgins renown'd; 
Nor falſe to his Vows one young Shepherd be found; 
Be their Moments all guided by Virtue and Truth, 
To preſerve f in "their Age what they gain di in  theic | 
. Youth. | TW 9 £6 10 11 1 5 \ 
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